Siam

And then a nameless horror issues from the
darker recesses, where the befurred giants and
hunch-backed dwarfs assume all at once the
air of phantoms. It issues slowly, this
insidious horror, trailing along the gallery like
a sleepy wave towards the window where I
was standing. I realise that it will fill the
temple and that I cannot hope to escape it
It behoves me to depart, therefore, to descend
in order that I may not be surprised by the
darkness in the middle of the staircases, with
their slippery steps overgrown with creepers.
And, above my head, I can hear the little
rat-like cries answering one another along the
ceilings of resonant stone. It is the hour when
all the hairless wings are about to unfold for
the giddy dance about the old sanctuary, to
resume the general whirl of every night, the
great hunt, the great massacre of guats and
moths*
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